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Slip of the Tongue 


Author's Notes: 
Here's another story that's part of my little Skid Row "soap opera’. 


You basically don't have to know the other stories to read this one, but if you want to get the whole picture, 
this is the chronological order: 


| Easy 
2. Eyes of (the) Snoke 
3. Dream come true 
4. Heaven 


5. An ordinary couple 


b. So worth it 


T. Slip of the tongue 


Thanks to BneJovi for her beta work! 


It was one of ZP's character traits to spread a good atmosphere wherever he was. He always seemed to be in 
a joyous mood and he had the ability to emanate his positive energy to the people around him. 


So only people who knew him closely might have noticed that his trademark smile was even a little bit wider 


and the sparkle in his eyes was even a little bit brighter than usual these days. 


Those people might have accredited his sublime mood to Skid Row's successful tour, or their plans for a new 
album with him. Or maybe to the increasing number of fans who accepted him, or particularly the increasing 
number of female fans who fell for his charms. 


But there were only three people except him who knew the real reason for his high spirits: Rachel. Rachel.. 
Rachel! Sometimes he caught himself absent-mindedly drawing the letter R onto a surface with his finger and 
encircling it with hearts. Like a teenager. 


What had started out as a casual affair had suddely turned into.. well, what was it? He still couldn't find the 
right word to define it. But what he knew was that no other person had ever swept him off his feet like this 


in his entire life. 


Whenever he was by Rachel's side, everything else didn't seem to matter anymore. One look into Rachel's eyes 
made him feel like the luckiest man on earth. And even when they were thousands of miles apart, the distance 
between Nashville and London didn't seem to matter anymore when they heard the other's voice over the 


phone. 


From the beginning, they agreed it was important to keep their affair a secret. Rachel made it clear to ZP that 
it was bad enough that most people still focussed on their split with Sebastian Bach instead of their music. 
"You know, the band's been Snake's baby from the beginning. It's his life. | want him to be recognized as the 
man who wrote ‘Youth gone wild’, not as ‘the guitarist from Sebastian Bach's ex-band where the punk-guy 
with the nose-chain fucks the new young singer'." It sounded bitter, and ZP realized that no matter how much 


he wanted to show the entire universe how much he was in love with Rachel, they probably would have to 


hide their hearts from the world outside for the rest of their lives. 


However, Snake finally found out what was going on between his brother-from-another-mother and their 
attractive new frontman. After that it was a natural thing for Rachel to tell Scotti, too. Eventually it felt 


better not to have secrets from his two best friends, and it was easier because they didn't have to invent so 


many excuses with two people having their back. In a way, Rachel even felt more at ease about his feelings 


after Snake found out about him and ZP. 

And then he decided to open his heart and give ZP a chance. And he wasn't disappointed. Both of them had 
never experienced such an intense and enjoyable relationship based on mutual respect and trust. And mind- 
blowing sex. 

It was a sunny afternoon in this year's seemingly neverending summer. ZP bounced rather than walked across 
the vast backstage area of the rock festival somewhere on the countryside in the UK where they were about 
to play in a few hours. He was on his way towards the band's dressing room container with his duffle bag and 
leather jacket over one shoulder and his stage boots in his other hand. Skid Row might still have a major 
league name, but the major league status had long since gone. No first class hotels, no limousines - carry your 
shit by yourself, pretty boy. But ZP didn't care, it felt like paradise for him nonetheless. 

It took ZP a moment to figure out how to open the door with all the stuff he was carrying. Finally he pressed 
down the door handle and leaned against the door which instantly swung open with full force and crashed 
against the wall with a loud noise. 

Scotti, who had obviously been asleep on a sofa, jumped with shock and nearly fell to the floor. 

"Shit, l'm sorry, man! | didn't want to wake you up, Scotti.” 


"Oh, that's okay, nevermind. It's about time | get up anyway. | promised my folks to skype with them this 


afternoon" 

'| didn't expect that the door would open so quickly." 

ZP put his bag and boots on the floor and put his leather jacket on top. 

Scotti yawned and stretched and opened his tablet computer. 

"Don't worry, dude. l'm a dad, l'm used to being interrupted in my sleep. Usually | can fall back asleep in no 
time, no matter what caused me to wake up. Car alarms, construction workers, noisy couples in the hotel room 
next door." The last few words were accompanied by a sneaky grin and a wink. 


"Oh." ZP looked bashfully at the ground. "I'm sorry. | wouldn't have thought we were that loud." 


"Come on, I'll live. But maybe next time you could find a position where the headboard doesn't constantly thump 
against the wall. Just my modest proposal.” 


"Jeez.. this is kind of embarassing." ZP grinned but felt the heat rise in his cheeks. 


The guitarist started laughing and raised his hands appeasingly. 


"IFs okay. Really. | just can't resist a little bit of sarcasm, sorry! It's great to see you two so happy together. 
To be honest, | believe that I've never seen Rachel so happy before at all, and I've known him for more than 


half of my life." 


"Yes, we're very happy. Its great to hear that his best friends have the same impression. He's the most 


wonderful person I've ever met. | can't believe how someone could ever have treated him bad in the past." 


"Somehow | still can't believe it sometimes either. But it was really bad. | wouldn't have thought that a person 
was capable of causing another person so much pain. You know, Snake and | really had to sew Rachel back 
together when it was finally over. I'm so glad we won't have to deal with that motherfucker anymore. Never in 


life are we gonna take him back, no matter how often people ask about him." 


Before he even finished the sentence, Scotti knew he had made a mistake. He sensed ZP's perplexity and nearly 
heard the cogs turn inside his brain, followed by a painful sting in the younger man's heart. ZP's jaw dropped in 


slow motion, and his eyes were open wide and full of questions. 
"Z. Fuck! He hasn't told you?" 


In the same moment the door opened again and Snake, Rachel and Rob came in with two other men, assumably 


people from the festival staff. 


All Scotti and ZP could do is put on their business faces and act as if nothing happened. But one look into ZP's 


eyes was enough for Rachel to know that something was wrong. 


Nevertheless there was no opportunity to talk in private at the moment and not for the rest of the day 
either. Rachel knew that ZP's smile was only a mask. He noticed how he avoided his gaze and felt him tense 
every time they accidentally touched on stage. 


The clouds that ZP had been walking on for the past weeks suddenly turned into quicksand. But he was an 


experienced musician and delivered a perfect performance as usual. 


Since Snake seemed to have some kind of Jedi-like powers when it came to Rachel, he could tell that something 


was different. And that same intuition told him that ZP and Rachel needed some time alone after the show. 


Author's Notes: 
Initially | marked the first chapter as finished, because | didn't know how to continue for a long time. A very, 
very long time, obviously.. But | just couldn't leave my boys hanging. 


A million thanks to helena_s_renn for her beta magic! 


After the gig, Snake somehow worked his magic again and made sure that Rachel and ZP were left behind in 
the dressing room for a little while. As much as he frowned upon the relationship between his new singer and 
his bassist/brother-from-another-mother, he had this inexplicable gut feeling that he was doing the right 
thing. 


The two men deliberately took their time changing into fresh clothes and packing their belongings. The 
vagueness of something unadressed filled the room. Rachel knew ZP well enough by now to know that 
something significant must have happened. Both men were aware that it was necessary to talk, but both were 


also afraid of the outcome. 


Never before in his life had ZP experienced stronger feelings for a person than for Rachel. Although they had 
started out as bandmates with benefits, he could imagine this relationship lasting.. forever - as overused as 
the word might be. Or at least that's how he'd felt until a few hours ago. Right now it seemed as if ‘forever' 


was slipping from his grasp, and he didn't even know if it was a good idea to reach for it or not. 


Rachel had had his heart safely locked away for almost twenty years, until ZP had entered his life. Memories 
still haunted him sometimes, and he had decided to never allow himself to fall in love again. Of course a human 
being needed company, but the relationships with women that he'd had over the years had always remained 


superficial. 


Then everything changed the day he met the handsome, cheerful and kind South African. In retrospect it was 
love at first sight, although Rachel had tried to hold on to his defenses for a while. Now he even wondered 


sometimes whether he'd ever been truly in love at all before he met ZP. 


A few days ago, he'd decided that - as soon as he'd summoned the courage - he'd ask ZP to come and stay 


with him in Nashville after the end of the Tour. 


Out of the corner of his eye, he studied ZP's body language. Head bowed, shoulders hunched. The usually ever- 


present smile was gone. 


Rachel couldn't stand to see his lover so sorrowful and finally broke the silence. "Hey man, | can tell that 
something's not right. You've been acting so differently all night. What has happened? l'm.. worried." 


"No, no.. I'm okay, just a little tired maybe," ZP replied, rummaging in his bag. 
"Did | say something wrong?" Rachel inquired as he stepped closer and softly put his hand on ZP's shoulder. 
‘Its rather what you didnt say." ZP uttered and raised his head to look at Rachel. 


"What do you mean?" Rachel tried to recall what had happened throughout the day, but he couldn't think of a 


single incident that would have disgruntled his partner to such an extent. 
ZP inhaled sharply, closed his eyes for a moment and then looked at Rachel again 
"Rachel, | still can't believe it.. That guy.. it was Sebastian?" 


Rachel let go of ZP's arm and he took a step back. He opened and closed his mouth a couple of times before 
he managed to reply. 


"What? Oh, no.. How did you find out? Who told you?" Rachel almost choked on the last question. A hint of 


panic was audible in his voice. 
"Why does it matter who told me?" 


‘It matters because.. oh my God! You don't have the slightest clue! Snake and Scotti are the only people on 


earth who know. Who was it? Who the fuck told you?" Rachel became more and more furious. 
"Okay, calm down, Rach! Please! Nobody told me on purpose. Scotti were talking and he mentioned something and 
| put two and two together. But it was completely unintentional! He felt sorry the moment | realized what his 


words meant. Don't blame him, it's not his fault!" 


"Oh, shit." Rachel started to pace the small room like a tiger in a cage. "Jeez, | can't believe that Scotti just let 
it slip so easily. This could be the death of us and he knows it!" 


"Well, it happened. Now | know. And fuck.. Don't you care at all about how that makes me feel?" ZP cocked his 
head questioningly, his hands on his hips. 


"I wish | could have told you about it myself!" 
"Oh, and when were you planning on doing that? On our anniversary?" 
"Hey, don't get sarcastic now!" 


"Please, |... can't you understand that this hit me like a freight train?" 


"But it doesn't have anything to do with the two of us! That was my past. My sick, fucked up past. | mean.. 


what does it matter who | was with more than twenty years ago?" 

"Listen, Rach. He's definitely not just ‘someone’, isn't he? | can deal with all the fucking haters on the internet, | 
can deal with the press people who can't stop asking about him in interviews and | can deal with people yelling 
his name at our shows. | knew that all of this was part of the job when | signed on the dotted line. But... | don't 
know if | can handle that Being his successor not only in the band but also in your bed? And most important 
of all.. why the fuck did you lie to me?" 


"| never lied to you.” 


‘Oh, right. When you told me that you were in a shitty relationship when you were younger you simply forgot 
to mention the irrelevant fact that that nobody's name was Sebastian Bach!" 


"This is exactly what | wanted to avoid. | was afraid of your reaction" 


"How would you react in my place? Would you have kept it a secret forever if | hadn't found out by 


coincidence?" 

"| just wanted to wait until the time was right!" 

"And the time has never been right in the past five months?" 

‘Listen, baby, the others are probably waiting for us, we should get going.” 


"Oh, so this is how you usually deal with unpleasant things? Just dodging them, trying to worm your way out? 
Good to know, because that's not my idea of a trusting relationship!” 


Every trace of calmness and positivity had faded from ZP's face by now. Rachel had never seen him like this 
before. The younger man hurried to put on his leather jacket, grabbed his bag and stage boots and headed 
towards the door, muttering, "This started out as a fling, and maybe that's what it should have remained." 


"Wait! Don't do this to me, Z! Oh my god.." Rachel's voice faded into a choked sob. 


ZP huffed, but he paused in his step and turned around. His heart was pounding hard in his chest and he was 
so agitated that he shivered, but when he looked Rachel in the eye, he just couldn't bring himself to leave the 


room. 


Although the bassist was without a doubt blessed with near eternal youth and didn't look his 52 years in the 


least, at this very moment his face mirrored the mental and physical suffering he'd endured. 


His voice was quiet and monotonous when he continued to speak. 


"Please, baby, don't get me wrong. | never meant to have secrets, but this shit hurts, even after all this time. 
This fucker has already turned me into a nervous wreck and almost destroyed my career. Not only mine, 
Snake's and Scotti's, too. Does anyone talk about what amazing guitarists they are when the name "Skid Row" is 
mentioned? After all these years he's still haunting us. He's always there in some way, no matter where we go 
and what we do. Google "Rachel Bolan’ and you're gonna get photos of him! He's like the scar that won't heal 
and that is still torn open again and again after all these years. | can't believe that now he's even gonna be the 
reason for you To doubt our relationship! | wish | could erase him from my life. Believe me, I've tried to, I've 
tried everything! But even if | gave up Skid Row entirely, people would still ask me about him. And there's no 
way I'm ever gonna give up this band! This band is Snake's and my baby, and Scottis, too. All the fucking world 
tours, the magazine covers, the squealing girls - yeah, that wouldn't have happened without him, that's true 
for sure. But I'd gladly have refused all that shit if I'd have known that this curse was gonna follow us around, 
the rest of our lives." 


Rachel slumped onto the couch after his tirade and hid his face in his palms. 


"And now that | think I've found love for real for the first time in my life, his fucking ghost comes up once 
again and tries to take it away from me! What the fuck am | doing wrong?" 


All of a sudden ZP felt incredibly ashamed of his tantrum. He had been aware of how much the band's history 


influenced their current situation, but until now he hadn't realized what it must mean to Rachel personally. 
And something else had suddenly become the center of his attention: "Did you just say you found /ove?" 


Dropping his bag and boots on the floor, he slowly walked back to where Rachel was sitting and crouched down 
in front of him. He put his hand on Rachel's shoulder, and the older man looked up at him. Was he blinking a 


tear away? 


ZP noticed some deep lines around Rachel's eyes. Lines that had been caused by half a liftetime of bitterness 
and disappointment. These lines were there, like Rachel's fear of seeing another episode of his life shatter to 
pieces was there. Rachel's history with Sebastian was a burden that would affect his life and the band forever. 
Opening up about it wasn't a walk in the park Both Snake and Scotti had implied how miserable Rachel had been 
in the past. 


Memories from the past months they'd spent together as a couple flashed by. Most of these memories 
included Rachel's smile. And he realized that all he wanted was to make Rachel smile every day for the rest of 
their lives. 


ZP got on his knees and cupped Rachel's cheek with his other hand. His voice took on a soft and soothing tone 
when he started to speak. 


Im so, so sorry, baby. | was such a selfish idiot. This is still a lot to deal with, but | want to deal with it for 


you. | promise. I'm sorry for what | said earlier.” 


A tired, but thankful smile began to form on Rachel's lips. He sat up a little and reached out to put his hands 
around ZP's waist. 


"You don't have to be sorry for that. You have all the right in the world to be upset, but please don't leave 


me, baby! Give us a chance to work this out, will ya?" 


ZP nodded and smiled before he pulled Rachel closer to kiss him, gently at first. Then Rachel hugged him 


tighter and their kisses grew more passionate, only interrupted by two breathless "I love you's". 


They were so absorbed that they didn't notice when the door was carefully opened just a crack and closed 
quickly without a sound. 


Snake walked back to the van with a happy grin and instructed the driver to pick up the rest of the band in 


half an hour. 


